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To the Honourable, 
Colonel TIPPING, 


WHITFIELD: 


SIR, 
Y when I had the Honour to be 
in your Company laſt, at Soun- 

deſs ; part of our Diſcourſe was upon 
Dedications, I believe you did not then 
apprehend the Danger 1o near. But, this 
Play being Kindly recety'd by the Aud:- 
ence ; I hope it will not meet with a worſe 
Fate, when it claims your Protection. 
You have known me from my Childhood, 
and my Inclination to Poetry ; and 'tis from 
A 2 the 


OU may pleafe to remember, 


The Fpiſtle Dedicatory. 
the Happineſs of that Acquaintanee, T pre- 
ſume to make ſo Worthleſs an Offering. 
This alfo,. joyn'd. with your Good Hu- 
mour, {ecures-me from-the Severity of your 
Judgment, which: gives you Power to be 
the greateſt of Criticks. - I need' not: tel! 
Engiand, how much you have always 
' Serv'd your Country ; fince that would be 

'& Prochaiming it to be Light at Noon- 
day. TI know, all Witty Men,” eſpecially 
your ſelf, hate any thing, that tends to- 
wards Flattery ; therefore I ſhall only in 
Sincerity tell 'you':- I am, 


| SIR, 
Your very Humble, and 
wu Obliged Servant, 
_ MARY PIX. 


PRO- 


Mr. > ab) in a tf ce? s Habit. 
P# preſs 40 Seal rug/e who, Duns thu Ps: 


\ Lord * how Ship m2 ht here Man's to 
Se4- fents, tis thizg w4 25: much rared'r Wit! Þaf5 -. 2; 

Wiom they call Wits, ak eff ah Matty Beavus: + 

Mayheps taou'd ate chews ſtink ; for, enery/Vear; + © wy eh 
We doa't go to drink Punch, ans tal Breneh Alt I | 
But ſure, the Gentlewomen are a: re 6,7 

None 0 them are afraid of being rel eine 

Well, how tie Wind here? Still thats veering- round, ph 


P: RO) LOKU B, 
Ht Chear, my Lads.? Toad, Pro come:20 ſe, } 


Like your C:urchWVeathercocks, 'on iſh, Graaxs,.._. 
Then hiſs it goes ; Oh,t that's 4 piagery wwe = 4 
lead tis worſe to every Attor's Ear, 
Frets of W indo y to your huge Mops of Hair, ** 
For thus your Cri— Criricks ſerve Nixe Plays in Ten,- 
Worſe than Jack Frenchman does our Merchant men © «| 
Like Pyrates t00, while honeſt men theyre breaking,.. 
The damn'd Freſb-water Sharks are nt worth the gaking : | 
Yer long to maul theſs fame New Plays as much” ; 
As we, when Hoineward bound, to tate a Touch ; | | | 
Or, as Dubart, to ſnap his Brother By. 
Tor dt s Plays not worth rep di 
Do y bard 9 Tor £ worth Bambi * 


Drofs ſvortly will amuſe ye at the Fair : 
To like This, think ſh already there, 
As for you Spruce Gallants, pray be #'t too nice, 


Bo ſarw jou can Oblige « oman twice. 
The Firſt Time ſbe was grave, 4s well ſbe x. 
For Women will be donw'd | ul Aiko ale bj 
_ aith, they | quickly ſo be ut 
ight s brick, Apa. trys few Tricks to - Je. 


fPIDICOUB 


or En rn, 


31 T648 


YN UR duthor; by me, puts up ber bumble Pray'r, 
This Farce, this Trifle of a Play, yowll ſpare. 
T'll try your good Natare : But, ob ! I fear 
"You are not like my fond Old Hausband bere. 
Then, ff my Charadter who will admire ? 
Some will think. it too cold; others, too full of Fire. 
{ dare ſwear every Spark here will (ay, 
Damn it, 'that Curſed Baulk has ſpoil'd the Play. 
Then the Ladies my Staggering won't allow, 
They cry, Where's ber ftri& Rules of Virtue now ? 
But the Ladies are net ſo ignorant -: All know 
The Difference 'twixt a Spaniſh Hwusbaud, and a Bean. 
With S«bmiſſton our Author ftall appears ; 


Conrts your Induſgence, and yoilr Tadgment fears ; 
Lives on your Smules, and at your Frewns deſpairs. 


— = -— = ”. -< 


The ACTORS Names.” 


"= f; A merry old Lord, that has travePd, and gives his 
Ss if more Liberty than is uſeal in Spain. 


Marqueſs "5 A Jealous Lord, Gueſt to the Governor, 


Moncads. 
| A Roman following the M s Lad 
nite, 1 Ce EE TIL 


Colonel . 
_ {An Exghif Colonel. 
Friar Andrew$ One that attends the Count. 
Hidewel. +4 Retain'd by the Count. | TW 


Diego. 4 Servant to the Governor. 


The WOMEN. | 


Ln Lady. 44 brisk and airy Lady. 


Eh. { Wife to the Marqueſs. 
Spwell, 4 Womanto the Governor's Lady, 


Orada.. 4 Woman to Elenors. 


SCENE, Barcehona- 
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THE 


Spaniſh Wives, &c. 


A'S 1-4 


Enter the Governour of Barcellona, and the. Marqueſs 
of Moncada. | 
Govern. Rithee, my Lord Marqueſs, don't trouble me 
with thy Jealous Whims : You fay, there was © 
Maſqueraders laſt Night under: the Windows, 
—— why there let *em be a God's Name! I am forry *twas 
fuch a cold raw Night for the honeft Lads. By 'the Ho- 
nour of Spain, if I had heard 'em, I wou'd ha” ſent the 
Rogues a Glaſs of Malaga to warm 'em. 
Marqueſs, O Lard | OLard! I ſhall run mad ! Sure, my 
lord Governor, your Horns will exceed the largeſt in the 


Palace-Hall. — Oh! that my Wite were out of your 
Houſe, and Barcelona | Methinks I am not ſecure, tho? ſhe's 
under eleven Locks. 

Gov. By my Holy Dame, I am of your Mind : I dowt 
think you are ſecure, 

Marg. How ! Do you 'know any thing to. the | con- 
trary ? | | | | 


B Gov, 
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Gov. Why, by th? Vaſs, thisI beheve : her Head's at work ; 


Ard I dare tav, ſhe hawmade ve a Cuckold, 


In Iw-agination, wich every Don ſhe hes thro? 
Any Pcepole een; vat of nan Marriage. 
Hare, Oh ! dan? her ! dany? her! 
Gov. You'll never take my Advice. 
S185. ] — Give bat a Wornan her Freedoms ſill, 
Then (bell zever alt what's ill : 

-, T's croſſing ber, mikesFer have the Will. 
— Phough 1 hate been in Enmyland 
1 kere theyre the happieſt Kusbands _ 

[f a Van does happeu to be a Cuckold, 
Which, by the way, is almoſt as rare as in S$pa/z : 
But, I ſay, if it does iall our, all his Wife's Friends 
Are his; and he's careſs'd, -— nay, Godſzooks, many times 
Riſes to his Preferment by it. | 

Marg. Oh, anfufterable! I am not able to bear your D'- 
icourle, 


, Exter a Coantry Fellow. 


— A Man comung trom my Wife's Apartments ! 
Oh, the Devil! the Devil 
- Gov. 1 ke no cloven Foot he has. 
Marg. No ; but hes ane of his Imps; a Letter-Carrier. 
I read it in his Face: 
y Gov. Oh! I begun! to perceive it now, —=- here's the 
Superſcription writ in his Forehead : — To the 
Beayteous Donna Elenora, Marchioneſs 
Of, ec. Ay,*tis very plain. 
Marg. Well, Governor, theſe Jeers won be put up ſo. 
Cauntry Fellow. What a wanniorrails ye, trow ? What do 
ye mean by Letters ? Ich am no Schollard; my Calling is to 
zell Fruit; and zum o' the Meads'o" this Haute ( Meads Ich 
think *em) beckon'd me in ;——— I zould *em zum; and 
that's all I knaw. 


Gov.. 
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Gov. Ay, honeſt Fellow, I dare ſwear "tis: — why 
if thou wert a Monkey, he'd be Jealous ori thee. 

Marg. You may think what you pleaſe,but I fear other things. 
Therefore, if, as a Gueſt, you will Jet me have 
The Freedom of your Houſe, Tl take 
This Fellow 1 in, and ſearch him. 

Gov. Ay, W ith all my Heart. — Oh theſe Jealous Fools ! 

ok. 

Marg. Comealong, firrah ; Pll look as muchas inthy Mauth 

Gov. Ay, for fear there ſhould be a Note in a hollow Tooth. 

Court. Fellow, Why, — de ye zee, as for matter 0? that, — 
ye ma? look in my A 

Gov. Hold, Beaſt, tis a Van of Quality you ſpeak to, 

Connt. Fell. Zooks, I thmk *tis a Mad-man. 

Marg. Come your wzys, Iinpudence ! 

Count. Fell. But, Sir, Sir, - muſt the Meads zerch me, 
or the \.en ? 


Marg. I'll tell you preſently, ye wanton Rogue. 
k [Extt, &riving him before him. 


gt 


Aa 


Enter the Governors Lay. 


Gov. How now, Tittup ? 

[ adj. YNorrow, Deary. 

Gov. Why, Titrap, here the Marqueſs has been fretting, 
Fuming, ſwearing, raging : he is jutt Horn-mad 
Heark ye, Tittup, did you hear any Serenading laſt 0s-4pi 

Leay. Yes, Deary , *ewas the Engliſh Collonel to me; ——— 
You are not angry, Deary. 

Gov, Not. Sings, 


He that has 4 handſom buxom W CN 
Muſt ſurely be always pleaſed ; Fg 
Bly with a pleaſant quiet life, " 


BEVET, meer teaſed. 


B 2 But 


#®. 


.* 


T he Spamſh Wives. 
_ But heark ye, Titrap, that Exgiſb Collonel - 
* Has ſuch ff oh Fl =. 4 ſuch a_Noe,, 


Such a have a care on him, T i#t«p. | | 
. I warrant ye, Deary, the honeſt Freedom you allow 


Is ſufhcient : I'll never go farther. 
You know, he dines here to day, and brings. 
His Muſick to entertain us in the Afternoon... 
* Gov. Yes, yes; I muſt diſpatch ſome buſinE(s, 
To be ready to receive him, — B*w'ye Tittap | 
Lady. Ay Noa : Buſs, before yego._——— 
Gov. (Kiſſes her) A pies! a pies! your Kiſſes glow ! Fic, 
fie ! I don't love ye. | Exit. laughing. 
Le&z--Tis my Collonel, my Peregrize, ſets my Heart on fire ; 
And gives that warmth, my old Hysþand found 
Upon my Lips-—- But then ſuch a Husband, —— 
So good, ſo honeſt, preventing every Wiſh. 
Then ſuch a Collonel, fo handiome, fo young. 
So charming, Wherc's the Harm to give a Worthy 


Begging Scranger a little Charity from a Love's Store, 
When the -kindold Governor can never never miſs it ? 


Ext. 
SCENE, a. Palace. 
Exter Coant Camillus, azd Friar Andrew. 


Kia. Well, my Lord! now we are come to Barcelloaa, 
I fear this Devil of a Marqueſs will be too hard for us. 

Camil, How, Father Azdren, deſponding! — *Twas but 
this Morning, over your a/zgz, you ſwore by the Eleven 
Thouſand Virgins, and all your Catalogue of Saints, you'd 
br:ng my /Elenora to my Arms. 

' Friar, And by Fifty Thouſand more, ſo I will, if it be poſ- 
fible : If not, my Oath is void You know the Marqueſs hates 
me heartily, as I do him, becauſe once he caught me carrying 
your Letter to his Waite. 


Cam. 
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2 For the good Office, IT think, ug&d ye moſt ſcur- 
vily. | 

Friar. Scurvily | baſely, barbarouſly ; withont reſped+ 10 


| theſe facred Robes; toſs'd me in a Blanket ; cover'd me withy 


Filth and Duſt; and fo ſent me by force» to our Covent. 
For which, and my natural Inclination to Cuckoldom, I have 
joyn'd in your Attempts, and waited on you to Barcelons, to, 
be revengd. 

Cam, You know there's Juſtice in my Cauſe. ———— 
Elenors was, by Contra, mine, at Rome ; | 
Before this old Viarqueſs had her. And cou'd I agen 


* Recover her: Idowt queſtion but to pet Leave of his Holineſs:. 


For a Divorce, and marry. her my fel 

Friar. Nay, that's as you pleaſe ; when ſhe's in your poſ- 
ſeſſhon, marry, or not, *tis all one to Father Anarew ; it never 
ſhall trouble my. Conſcience; I-muſt own, were I in your 
Condition, I ſhould not marry; becauſe daily Experience 
ſhows, a Wife's a Cloy, and a Miſtreſs a Hleaſure, 

Cam... Well, we'll diſcourſe that when we have the Lady ; - 


_ and inthe mean time, good Father, be diligeart. 


Friar. T think I am diligent ; I am fure, I am worn. to 
meer Skin and Bone- in your ſervice. . This morning I found 
for ye a Mercury, a Letter-Carrier, that can flip thro? a Key- 
hole, to deliver a Billetdoux to a fair Lady, 

Cam. I wiſh he were retura'd ; I fear fome Misfarrune has .. 


befallen him. 
Friar. O | here he comes, ſound Wind and Limb |! 


[ Enter Hidewell (the Cluntry Fellow before.) 


—— So, my dear Tool of Gallantry! how haſt thou ſped *- 

Hidewell, Gad, the hardeſt Task I ever undertook. — Sir, -. 
you gave me five Ducats, — asT hope for Preferment, and 
to be made. Pimp-maſter general, ic deſerves double. the, 
Sum. 


6 { hexSpanifh-Wites:” 
Cem, Nor ſhalt thou fail bf it, Boy, if thou haſt ſuc- 
ceeded, 4 
HXew, Fifftthen,thedamw'd ofd jealous Marqueſs caught 
me, andnotwithftanding my counterfeit Speech and Simpliciry, 
had me amonglir his Varlers, ro be fearch'd. They knew his 
Cuſtom, and no ſooner enter'd, but they flew upon me like fo 
_ Furics : I fear'd it had been to rear me Limb from 
Limb ; but :t prov'd only to tear my Clothes off ; which 
was done in 7: winkling,”and I left as naked as my Mother 
bore me ; whulſt the old Marqueſs groveld all over my hahi- 
limzents, and run Pins in 'em, fo thick, that a poor Louſe wou'd 
not have *{cap'd ſpitting. The only thing which pleas'd me, 
was to obſerve a Peep-hole the Maids ( knowing, this to: be 
their Maſter's Searching-room) had made ; and tometimes one 
Eye, ſometimes another, viewing my Proportions, 
Cam. But had you any Letter ? was that ſafe ? 
Sarisfie methere. | 
Hidew, Pray let me take my own method, ————- 
Nothing being found, they gave me again my Clothes 
And the Marguefs a Ducat for my Trouble: 
Yet I had'a Letrer —— — \ 
Cam. Which thou ingcniovſly \wallow*dRt; 
Hidew. No ; which I more ingeniouſly brought. 
Cam, What, in thy Hat ? 
Hide, My Hat had the fame ſevere Tryal. 
Cam. Thy Shoes _ 
* Hlicew. They paſs'd rhe fame *crutiny, — impoſſible in any 
of them to hidea Scrip, the leaſt ſhread of Paper, 
Cam, How then ? ' | 
Hidew. My Lord, do ye obſerve this Stick? 
Cam. (viewing #t) Yes; *tis an honeſt Crabtree-ftick ——— 
I ſee no more in it,» - 
"Friar., (taking the Stick, and patoing on his Spettacles towiew it) 
Come; come, tet me {ce it 3 Tenn {rneff ours Note-that comes 
from a fair Hand ; By St. Dominick, here's neither 


Paper nor Writing upon iz. 
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Hidew. Give it me. (He unthrews the Ferrule at the bottom, 
takes ont the Letter, and gives it to C amillus.) 
Friar, Thou dear Abftraft of Invention, ler me kiſs rhee. 
Cem. Fxcellent Hidenr# ! if thou witt ftay with me, whilſt 
| am in Barcellons, ll fatisfierhy utmoſt Wiſhes. 
Hidew, Nioſ will ly, 
Cam. Here Father, here dear Confident! Orada writes x 
That the tormented Marqueſs has remo *'d her 
From thoſe Apartments that were'next the Streets, 
To ſome that overlook the Gardens, —— chither, 
She ſays, my Ele#ors would have me come this night ; 
And if they can find a place to *{cape at, 
Before the Lodgings are better ſecur'd, they will : 
If not, we ſhall hear of rhem, —a gentle Whiſtle 
Is the Sign. Eidewell, you ſhaw appear 1n this, 
Becauſe if ſcen, you'd be knowh agen. 
Friar. Pray let me go : Gad, if the Buſineſs ſhould bedone 
Without my Help, I ſhouw'd takeit very ll, 
Cam. Well, well, we'l in, and conſider on't. Exeunt. 


Scene draws, and diſcoverr the Governor, bis Lady, Colonel Pere> 
grine, ſeveral Gemlemen and Ladies. 


A SONG. 


L as ! when Gd + phe 5 _—_—_ 


If SS nr think Tn rnd 
— ſear)? pre: grieve 


Thoaghtleſs of all but her FR 
xo thi 10 love 


Ah me ! ah Pace nw eb] 
I dye wit mu - 
pu pea nayAr retarn ; Yi 
Sar T fr iy 5” hm, 


ports ſo weet, ſo 
Hin ETrbE ar is 


Ah) no, ETD LL" 

I my I feel the Pais : 

&er yoo, 7 t Sylvia's Eyes, 
Bur wiſh'd, and and was her Prize ? 


Gods 1 if the Traeft muſt be bleſt, 
PICUEET P 


Collonel Peregrine and the Governor's Lady dance 7, all the Time 
the Governor cries, — 
Ha boy, Tittup | 
Well done, Tuttup 
Ha boy, Var? 
Gov. The Dance done, he goes to her, —— You are hot, you 
are hot Child. 
. A little wage : Gd 
Gov. Well, 7i#:t«p, do but ca ſwimmingly, 
Without tripping, x.” wel herds Reformation "we 
In Barcellona, {hall thou go thro” Spain, -— 
The Ladies ſhall live like Cherubims, —— 
But have a care, 7 ##up, have a care of & faux pas, 
Lady. Fear not, Deary 
Gov, Come, now let ets fi down,and ſeethe reſt perform —- 
Let me have ſome lively Songs - 
[ Colonel Peregrine goesto of next the Governor's Lady. 
— Hold, Friend, hold ! 1 have not learnt ſo much 
—— vo ur Exel Faſhion yet, to let another man 
ife, and I decently keep at a diſtance. 
= ' beg your Pardon, Sir, 
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Gov. Nay, — no harm; — (S; s) w 

If an old man has 4 beauteous ] reaſure, 

Let her (ing, and dance, and laugh without meaſure, 

And then ſbe'l think of no other Pleaſure. 


Col. Your own, Sir ? | 
Gov. Ay, ay Boy ; I have a Thouſand of 'em 


In a day, ext e 
Col, Nor roſſible ? Te 
Gov. Come, now I ha? done, do you ftrike up. 
( Songs and Dances. ) 
The Muſick ended, emer a Servant, 

Serv. My Lord, there is to wait on your Honour, —— 
His Excellency the Duke Gonſalvo de Medina, de Sidoni, de——— 

Gov. Hold, hold, enough, enough, —— Where is he ? 

Serv, 1n the Hall of Ceremonies. 

Gov. Gadſo ! I mult go to him, fit you merry, 

I'll be with you preſently, | Exeimt all but Collonel Peregrine, 
| the Tady, and Spywell: 

Lady. Spywell, ſtand at yonder Door, and give me informati- 
on, as ſoon as ever = oxy comes up the great Stairs. 

Spell. I will, Madam, 

Col. Viy Angel! by Heaven Iam raging mad ; \ 
Burnt up with violent Love. Th ugwo—cs 
Thy every Motion fires-me, — but thy Eyes 
They ſet me in a Blaze Oh! I muſt dye, 

Unleſs the Cortlial of returning Kindneſs fave me ! | 

Lady. Can you be ſo Ungenerous to wrong this noble Gover- 
nor, who is ſo fond. of you, andevengotes on me ? | 

C4. He wrong'd thee more, when be coademn'd thy lovely 
Youth to wither'd Sapleſs Arms. --- Can little fooliſh Tricks 
Of fondneſs make amends for Extaſies, Pantings, 

The Joys unutterable of vigorous Love? 
I muſt not hear ye. is 

Col. You muſt, you muſt -— PI, kneeling, fix Ten thouſand 
Burning Kiſſes on thy Beauteous Hand ; 

And the little wanton God ſwimsand revelsinthy ſpritely Eyes. 
C La). 
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Lady. Why am I faſted here! '— too Rigorous Heaven !' 
Take from this-wondrous Stranger his Conquering Charms, 
Or give me more Ihſenfibility !*- | 


Enter Spywell 


S»yw. Madam, my Lord's upon the Stairs. 

Lady, Away, away ; mark what I fay, and keep up the 
Diſcourſe; 

Coll. This is but living upon the Rack ; 
You might contrivea berter Opportunity. 

Lay. Peace, and'obſerve.--- Burt are your Ladies then fo free 
And yet ſo innocent in Enpland ? | 
Gov. ( peeping ) Jadſo, —— _ are together; tho” I 
am not jealous, *tis convenient to hear a little what their Con- - 
verſation is. o_ 

Col... Chaſiterintheir Thoughts than your Nuns, yer 
merrier :- more frollickſome than your Carnavals. 

. Very pleaſant | juſt ſoI wou'd live, yet 

If a bold encourag'd Wretch once offer'd at my. Honour, . 
I wou'd not ſtay to uſe my Husband's Sword, —— but 
With my own Hands itab-the vile Preſumer. 

Coll, You need not, Madam, talk of Weapons ; your Eyes, 
Tho' they rout in Fire, yet (hoot chafte Beams, 
And ſhow your Hearras cold as Ice, | 

Gov. So, ſo ; very, very well, by th* Maſs ! 
How is't my Ganymede o' the War, who look'ſt 
Fitter to ſtorm Hearts than Tawns,—-Yct,igad,you Eng/ifb Boys 
Fear not their pretty Faces, but.Fighr like rugged Romans, 
Qr the old rough Gaads. 

Coll. You compliment us, my Lord. 

Gov. No faith, I hate.*em. ——— Well, Tittep, are ye 
almoſt —_— for your Dinner ? 

Lady. en you pleaſe, Deary. 

Gov. I warrant the Marqueſs wou'd not let his Wiſe dine 
with us for the King of Spaiz's next Flate-Fleet. 


Leay, . 
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- He has let me ſee her but once ,— when 1 offer'd 


_ it again, he plainly told me, my Company was unfit for her : 


——  - rude Brute ! 
Coll. To us who have been bred otherwiſe it ſeems a Miracle, 
That men can be ſo barbarous to the Fair Sex. 
Gov. But I'll ſet*em an Example, if Titt«p holds her Ground. 
—— Come along Sings. 
Merrily, merrily bets or our 1 ime, 
In Freedom, Joy and Plenty : 
At Sixty appear but' in our Prime, 
Whulſt the Thinking Sot is old «t Twengy 


Exeunt. 


AC T- LL 


SCENE, a Chamber. 


Enter Elkenora Mearchioneſ; of Moncada, and Orada. 


Elen. Doſt think the Meſſenger got off, Orada ? 

Or. Faith I know not, Madam, —— I thought I heard the 
Marqueſs's: Voice as he went out. —— The Fellow ſeem'd 
very cunning, —=— ,, 4 A) 

Elen. All his Policy but little would avail him, 
If my Husband met him, by Heaven R 
"Tis kindly done of Count Camillzs, to leave his Wealth, 


» 
M71 L 


His Palaces, and all the Pleaſures of delightful Rome, 


To follow wretched me to Barce/lons. 

I am a thing accursd by cruel Guardians, 

For my Parents dy'd when I was young; they wou'd not elſe 

Sure have forc'd me, condemn'd to an old jealous 

Madman. —— I ſaw his Follies and his Humors, and I begg'd, 
C 2 Like 
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Like a poor Slave, who views the Rack before him, — _ 
All in vain ; they were inexorable. — fo may juſt Heaven 
Prove to them in their greatelt need ! whos 

- _& Or: This isa melancholy 'ſhought, Complitits won't brel; 
Locks; we muſt fet our Wits at work to free our ſelves. + ] 
have ſearclyd the hotgingp round, but there's no Pafſage ; an 
impriſon'd Mouſe could ſcarce eſcape. . 

Elen. But prithee, dear Oradz, how got you in-favour wit! 
my Lord? He ug'd to hate ye abonunably, 

Or. True ; and whilſt he did fo, ir was impoſſible for me 
To ſerve yougadihhip. —- So T wheePd abvur, 
Rail\tat you and all your Ways molt heartily, 
And immediately obtain*d his Grace, 

Elen. Wou'd that do ? 

Oy. Yes, with a bantering Letter I ſhow'd him, pretending 
I had got it from you ; anda long Harangue how Wives ought 
to hear with their Husbands Ears, fſee-with their Eyes, and 
make uſe of no ſenſe without Permiſſion. In fine, I ra- 
viſhd him with-my Diſcourſe, till he threw thoſe wither'd 
Sticks, his Arms, about me, and ſworeT ſhow'd remain his 
Heart's Joy: | 

Elts, "Tis agreat Point gain'd, you muſt wheedle tim this 
Night with ſome Story,and keep. hun in the Cloſer — whilſt 
I watch for Camillzs, or his Agent., * 

 Ori*E warrant you, Madam. 
' » Elen, Otada, ger me the SongT love, the ſucceeding tedious ; 
Impriſon'd Wretches thus count the ſucceeding Hours, 
And groan the melancholly Time away, 


nnf+>3 phe A SONG. 
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— — = — 


i\ SONG. 


FE gone, be gone, thou Flagg deſpair ; 
Be gone, back to thy Native Hell : 
Leave the Boſom of the Fair, 
Where only Joy ſhou'd dwell. 
Or elſe, with Mijers, willing Revels keep; 
And flretch thy wretched Lids from Sleep. 
But hence be gone, and in thy. hated room 
Let Hope,wwith all its gentle Bleſſmgs, come: | 


(4 Noiſe | 
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(A Noiſe of unlocking Doors.) 

——— $0! now my Jaylor comes. 

Or. Thea Pl obſerve my Cue. Corfie, come Madam, 
Yoh mult not complain. Suppoſe your Husband 
Kept you in an Oven, or a Cellar, you ought to be content ----- 
I fay, - Wives muſt ſubmig. | 
. El Hold thy Tongue, Impertinence ! 
When you were good for any thing, my Husband 
Wou'd not ler ye come at me : now he has brought you 
To his turn, ] muſt be perpetually plagu'd with you. 


Enter the , Marqueſs. 


Marg. You are a perpetual Plague to me, Pm {ure 
You hate every body that tells you your Dy: 
El. Inhuman Spaniard ! what wouldſt thou have ? 

_ Am TI not immur'd, buried alive ? 

Marg. Yes, yes; I have your Body, but your Heart is with 
the young, Count Camillzs. D'ye bluſh, ye Strumpet, in Ima- 
gination 1! —— Ye Eve! Dalilan Devil | Þ'll let out that 

nding Blood. —— Ord --- get a Surgeon to take away 
fifty ounces, 
ad, My Lord, you are not mad! What! have a Surgeon 
quiddling her white Arm, and looking; Babies in her Eyes ! 

E£, Mopfitt !. be thy felfrhe Butcher, and let my Heart's 
Blood out: That Gentleman yoy nam*d has Honour, Truth, 
and Virtue, | \ARITIAR 

Marg. Thou 1yIt, falſe Women ! he's a Rake, a Hellhound, 
and wallowing now in Rome's Brothels. 

Or, T could contradi&t him if I durſt. ( Aſide, 

Elen. ({aughing \ Perhaps fo. ' 

Me D'ye 3 poyſonous wy Iam going to diſpatch 
the Faſt Bulineſs that brought me to'Barce//ona. T hen, Minion, 
thou ſhalt be immur'd in a remote Caſtle, where thou ſha*t nor 
{ee the Face of Human-kind, except thy Women, and when I 
delign to viſit thee. 


Eles. 


. 
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Elen. Know this, and let it gnaw thy Jealous Heart : 
Thy Viſits will be my ſevereft Puniſhmeat, 

Marg. Watch her, Orada ; preach thoſe Maxims thy Zeal 
for me luggelts ; let her not have Liberty to think. 

Or. Fear not ; let me alone to-teaze her. 

Exit Marg .eſs, locking the Doors after him 

Elen. Ay, - make all fal | 
Inſufterable Tyrant ! Come Orads, 
Let's go view the dear place, which at 
Wi(b'd-for Night brings my dear Camifs tome. 


E xeunt. 


SCENE, a Hall. 
Emter the Marqueſs. 


Marg. Where's this plaguy Governor ? I muſt have him 
xith me, becauſe 'tis about - & King's Buſineſs. ; tho? I hate 
him for breaking, our Spaziþ Cuſtoms, in letting his Jilting 
Wife have ſuch Liberty, — Ha! here ſhe comes, —— 
and a Spark with her; —— Pl abſcond, aud ſee how virty- 
oully ſhe carries her ſelf, . 


Enter Collonel Peregrine, and the Governor's Lady. 


Lady. I dare not ftay, — my Hwbard thinks I am gone into-. 
my Chamber; it by any chance he ſhould come this way,. all 
our Hopes are ruin'd. | | 

Coll, Were he by, I'd ſeal my Vows upon thy melting Lips 
—— Oh! receive my Heart; it Hutters near thee, and ſtruggles. 
for -patiage. / | 

Lady. 1 = coverd _ I! LION | 

Marg. ( aſide, peeping) Conto our ! were you 
mine, ve honl be , Arr o'er with Blood. S d 


Coll, My Life! can't ye contrive ſome way to-bleſs me ? 
Yaur Sex were ever moſt ingenious lucky at Invention. 


Lady. 


"3x" . . 
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Lady. Suppoſe you ded a Quarrel in Exgland, — for 
which you were purſu'd, and begg'd Leave to hide here. — 
It you were in the Houſe, I might get zn Opportunity to vi- 
lit ye, — But ſure you would. not be ſuch a naughty man to 
ruine me, if I did. 

Col. Not for the World! 

Lach. I wou'd fain love ye, and preſerve my Honour. 

Col. That is preſerv*d whilſt 'tis conceal'd: The Roſes in 
your Cheeks will only wear a freſher Die, and thoſe 
dear Eyes are no Telþ-tales, Love will make %em ſhine and 
ſparkle more. Pll put your Advice in execution. 

Laay. I muſt not venture on another moment. --- Farewell, 

( Exeaunt ſeverally. 

Co/, Farcwell, my Bleſiing, 


Emter Margueſs. 


Marg. Oh Women Women? Women ! ---They are Cro- 
codiles, they are painted Serpents, gilded Toys, diſguis'd 
Fiends, — But why name I theſe? They are Women —— 
Juſt ſuch another is my Darnſel of Darkneſs; if Fortune wou'd 
but throw a handſom Fellow in her way. Here comes 
the Governor, ſinging, I warrant ye,— poor Credulous Fool, 
—— [1 cannot but laugh — ha, ha, he !. 

(Enter the Governor ſinging : Lether have her will, e*c. 
——- Hey da! Tamglad to find you fo merry. *Tisas great 
a wonder to fee you laugh, as 'rwou'd be to ſee me cry 
And that I han'tdone theſe Fifty Years, old Boy. 
, Marg. My Lord, which is beſt; for a mans Wife to Cuckold 
him in Imagination or Reality ? | 

Gov. Lord! Lord! your Head is always upon Cuckolding, 
All the Cuckolds may be hangd, for what I care. 

Marg. Oh fic, no! Hanging wou'd be a ſcurvy Death for a 
man of your Quality. 


Gov, Why — what Fe mean by that, now, ha ? —Dowr 


oO not '=—= 7 {ſhall make old Foledo 


provoke me, I fay -—— 
walk 


o 
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walk if you doy-for all *tis iv my own Hou. 
» Marg. | muſt nottell- him now, —— It will put him ſo out 
of Humor, he won't. go with me, "Twas only a Jeſt, 
my Lord, —— I woi?d beg the Honour of your Company to 
the Duke of Sidonias. | 

Gov, With all my Hratt — come, come : [ Sizgs. 


Tormented ſtil”s the Jealows Fool, , 
Himfelf, nor Boſom Wife can never reſt: | 
Tet he often proves the Woman's Tool, 


Whilft the Contented Man is ever bleſt. 


Exennt. 


SCENE, A Chamber. _— 


Enter Camillus, Friar Andrew, and Hidewell, with 4 Ladder 
| of Ropes. 


Cam, So, Hidewell ! Haſt thou got the Ladder of Ropes ? 

Hidew. Yes, my Lord, here's all the Tackli 

Fri. Is it (ſtrong ? — for I am ſomething weighty. 

Cam. How, Father! juſt now you faid you were. worn to 
Skin and Bone. | 

Fri. Ay, my Lord 3 but you know Bones ill cover'd will 
ſooneſt be broken. 

Cam, True ; take care of your ſelf befure. — Hidewell, 1 
have alter'd my Mind, Thou ſha't along with us3 watch 
on the outlide the Wall, end give us notice when the Coalt is 


clear. 


Hidew. With all my Heart. . , 
Fri. Let me ſee, have l got my Holy Water about me ? 
Cam. Holy Water | for what ? oy 
. Fri. Oh! 1 always love to fay my Prayers, and have thoſe 
Trinkets, when I undertake a dangerous Defign. 
Cam. Dor't be ſo prophane, Doxgine, —— you! never 
yer, if vows 


Devotion*s ſtrong, youve time 


thrive, 
D enough 


* 


LO 
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enou We ſhan'e go this Hour or two. |; 
Fri. Nay, T wort hinder ye; an Ejaculation as 1 - 
go along does rhe Sufinef., y 


Enter a Servat 


Serv, My Lord, the Engliſh Colonel, that - lodpes in the 
Houſe, ſends to know if you are at leiſure. 

Caw, Tell him, I am, —— and long to kifs his Hands, —— 
I like that Gentleman, he appears brave [ Exit Servus. 
And bold ——— ſhou'd our Defigns grow deſperate : 
| dare bel:eve he would not {crupte his Aſſiſtance. 

Fri. Faith and troth [ like him too, — he treats like an Em- 
peror 3 | din'd with himto-day, —— and he fo gentilely, fo 

rceably forc'd Fleſh upon me, that by St. Dominick, I cou'd 
_ not refn'& him 5 tho**%ds ftrict Faſt, a horrible ſtrift Faſt, as [ 
hope to be an Abbot. Then the obliging Toad has 
ſuch a Waggith Eye, Fil pawn my Feads, a plaguy Dog for the 
Woren, and they arc ever good-natur'd : ——By his HolineſSs 
Toe, I love the Sex my ſelf, forall this dangling Robe, 
and my fooliſh "Vow of Chiſtity. 

Cam. "Tis pity you'were not a Knight-Errant,---- the Church 
has robb%d the Ladies of a famous Adorer. 

Fri. No, faith, my'Lotd, I do *tm more Service in theſe 
Weeds : I have fav'd many. a deſperate Soul. 

: Cam. How ! 
" Fri. Thos: in procuring them the full Poſſeſſion of their 
Defires 3 and that forely brought %m to Repentance 3 and 
you know, what Repentance brings 'em to. 

Hidew. Truly, Fatber, Iſhall grow angry with you; for, if 
once the Prieſts rake up the Offieevf Procuring, there will be 
no BuYPnels for a Lay-Pimp. 1 

Cam. Peace, — the Collonet 


"= 


Emter 


XU! 


UN 


TW Spangh Wroer to 


Col. — lam your Lordſhip's humble Servant, —— I have 


juſt had ſome Muſick to complement me, lam a great 
Lover of i, if your Lordſhip is fo, wel have the Enter- 


tamment there. 
Cam. Nothing can oblige me more. - Some Chairs 


there ! 
[4 Dialogut-Song and Dances : at the time of the Dances 


Camillus «rd Peregrine ſcene ix Diſcourſe. 
Hidew. \f y our Lordſhip pleaſes, being in this Dreſs, I will 
aim at a Jigg, | danc'd thus once in a Maſquerade, 
Cam. Priithee do. [. 4 Tigg by Hidewg]. 


A SON G. 


Berwixt Mr. Leveri-ge a Spaniard, and Mrs. Croſs 
an Engliſh Lady. 


Aireſt War that ever bleſs d our Shore, 


He. 


Let me thoſe charming Eyes adove, 
And fly no more, and fly no more. 
She. Spaniard, thy Suit is «ll in vais ; 
I was born where Women reign, 
Ard cannot brook the Laws of Spain. 
Hu. For thee my Native Cuſtams Dll forgo, 
Cut my black Locks, and turn 4 Beau, 
the. Frel ſabwmit to be your Wife, 
1 iſf/en to an Engliſh Huband"s life ; 
W:th Sparks abroad'Þ'om every day, 
(rracing the (zardens, rw or - 
'Heaving all.the pretty things they, ſay ; 
(Carve 2; take Preſents, and WA that's dome, 
1ou4 thank the Beaux when I come home. 


D 2 He. 
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He. 0h! I now ny T, ear. | 
che. Ob! ſich nos gets 4 mone'#0-hear : 
11.\ 1 --s my Long evoniing Adorors fend, | 
£917 © | Vix'd on my Eyes, and graſping my whitt Hand ; 
. 4b their Conris and Oglings bent .on me, 
Not one regardful Look towards thee : 
Av this. thou muſt be pleas d, or elſe not ſee. 
He. Then we muſl part, and I muſt die. 
She. Tf thow art ſhch a Fool,” mbat care þb? 
He. I'cannot fbare thee, fa 1 am undone. 
/ "She." # wiſer will ſupply rhy Room. 
Chorus. Then we muſt part, &c. 
. om art ſuch a Fool, &c. 


cannot ſhare thee, &c, 


A wiſer will ſupply, &c. 


Col. (To the Singers and Dancers) So, well perfcrm'd ; 
—- return to my Apartments, I'll be with yepreſently, 
eunt. 


Cam. The odnefs of our Adventures ſurprize me : 
Both our Miſtriſles ig the. ſame Houſe ! —— I *ewill fur- 
thee our Deſigns. 

Col. It muſt. My Lord, I have a Favour to beg; That 
you wou'd lend me one of your Implements to morrow, to 
manage a Plot I have in gprarion. 

Cam. Moſt willingly take your Choice. 

Fri, 1 am at your Service. 

Hidew. You are fo forward, Canomeal Fornication- 
Brcker, —— 1 bclieve I am fitteſt for the Gentleman's 
Service. 

Fri. Goodlack, Upſtart | 1 help'd ye to my Lord, 
and now ye are for cngrofling all Buz\neſs to your ſelf. 

Col. Nay, ——1 wu have the moſt expert, becauſe the 
Caſe s difficult. © 


Fri. 
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Fri. Wl! Ml not fay much = Pr” here ſrands Niels 
Andrew, who ha« undertook to WE. 4 Smock- tac*'s} Cardinal 
to a Ma4dona, fecur'd with a ra more num: yoOus than 
Argus Eyes, 2nd more dreadful than the Dragon you wor of 
ver (ite of maſſy Doors, impenetrable Bolts, and 
haian Padlocks, fcHtd it. 

Jidew. Phough! what's that | T have carried on an Amonr 
for the Queen of Spain, — convey*) her Letters made up in 
Wax-Candles ; Love-Comphlaints writ in the infide of her 
Glove ,belides a Thouſand other Contrivances* you never 
dreamt of. "Tis true, at laſt the Fate of al} Court-Pimps 
was mine : I fell into Diſgrace 3 as that had rand 'me;, fo i 
ryin'd me 3 !loit a Coach and Six by my Profeſſion, 

And ſhall you pretend to Rival me ? 

Fri You loſt ! why, Sirrah, Sirrah ! 1 tell thee, if IT had- im- 
ploy) my Parts in Church-Polincks, m Tricks of Prieſtcrafr, | 
by this tume 1 had been Pope. —— Butthe bringing kind lo- 
ving things together, was dearer to me than the Tripple Crown, 
—— And ſha'l a Varlet contend with me? . 

Col. Gentlemen / diſpute no more } 1 find either of you is 
qualified for my purpoſe. — My Noble Lord, good Nigh _— 
it you want me, on the leaſt notice, I am ready. [Exit Gol. 

Cam. | thank you, dear Neighbor, good Night. —— Hide- 
well, take up the Ropes, and come away. 

Fri. Along, Blunderbufb. 

Hidew. | mw Father Peremptory, beforeto morrow Morn- 
ing, you'l ſtand 1n need of my Cunning, to deliver that lov'd 
Carcaſs from ſome imminent Danger. 

Fri. 1 defie thee, and all thy ſhallow Imaginations. 

Cam. Leave jangling, and make haſte, 


Exenrxt. 


ki 


SCENE . 
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$CENE, « Palace. 


.” Exter the Marqueſs, Orada following bins 


Ore. —— My Lord, 1 have a Thouſand things of greater 
conſequence to ſay. —— Pray return. 
. Marg. Dear Orada, by and by 3 I muſt ſee where my Devil 
of a Wite is. 
Ora, You know ſhe cannot - paſs the Lodgings, perhaps ſhe's 
at her Devotions. 
Marg. No, ſhe's too foul to Pray. 
Ora. (Taking him by the Arm) But, my Lord, — 
- as I was ſaying, <—— 
Marg. ( Flinging frow ber ) Vl return immediately. — 
Ora. There's no keeping this mad Fool out of his Wife's 
{ight 5 — They muſt &cn to Bed, whilſt I parle with the Lover. 


Enter Marqueſs, pulling in Elenora, 


Alarg. — So, Gentlewoman ! I haye canght ye! — How ? 
| Yah your Head out at Window, making your amorous Com- 
plaints ! | 
Elen. T was almoſt ſtifled for want of her. _—— Sure you 
are not Jcalous of the Trees and Stars, — They were my 


only Ob »Þ 
Marg. Impudence! id I not hear you fay, When will 


he come ; my Life, breakthro* this Veil of Derk- 
nels, and FebeeFaRRs of Comfort on me ? 

Ora. (aſide) A duce of theſe thinking Mihds! fobrimfull of 
Cognations, they muſt run over. 

Elen, 1 knew you behind me, and therefore did it to tor- 
ment ye. 

Marg. It may be ſo; but I ſtPr't truſt ye —— Carne, into. 
the Bedcaamber. —— Orads, do you School her, — Pl 
wat-h for your Light and Life my felt. 


Ora. 


XunN 


- 
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Or- My Lord, youhad better go to Bed with her, and then 


you'll be (ecure. 


Kong: ay N ons (Shats "em in and locks the Door) 
ol r. my Piſtols —= that I may give this Midnight- 
Gueſt the Welcome he deſerves. [ Exit, 


SCENE changes /0 an Orchard. 


Count Camillus aud Friar Andrew come down the Wall by 
4 Laddtr of Roper. 


Frier. ———S$0! —— We aregot well in ; Heaven ſend 
us ſafe out agen ! 
Cam. Father, Father | don't troubleHeaven-in this Afﬀair, 
you'l never proſper. 
Frier. Bleſs me, my Lord! Prayers are natural to me: if 
you are ſo wicked.to ngglet *em, | can't help that. 
Cam. Come, mind your Bugneks : where's the Whiſtle ? 
JE uns 0s, 2008, ——— n0w for-a delicious Y ikoo, 
a peeping Ange [ Whiſtles. 
S nal nd here? = Meade 7 
Marg. The Signals given, a $ the Anfwer. 5 off - 
F (Fries Anditiy foll 4 Pi Ll 
Cap. We are diſcover” : and if ſtay, all other 
Opportunities are left. for ever. —— 
(4 Cry | within of Thieves? Thieves | 
—— Why Friar! Friar ! Father '” You are not hurt, *he But- 
lets went over gur Heads. 
Friar. Are ye ſure I am not hurt? ——— TI didgonceiwe 1 © 
was kill'd. 
Cam. No, no ; but I know not 'what 2-3 45 oft be\f you ſtay . 
—- Follow me, with f (Cam, the Leader. 
es: Oh _ the _ "of al MLuck? rind, "OV 
'd,drawn, and quarter”d! Teh of eſcy- pda 
G_ eat I'can |. the Im- oils 
to expett a Miracle. fall down. 
(Najſe. 


* 


> Y.. 


4 Thiel 
a. Þ * b42 N - FEY F p 
—— Oh Fs. they come | -—— and*now et my 
greateſt ity 1 cannor pray. —— Godſo! here'sa 
Ircet ——— Tl ry tomount it. (Gets af the Tree, 


 Emter the Marqueſs, and ſeveral Servants, 


Marg. Search well, | leave not a Shrub or Tuft of 
Grafpudwitibeniatd On Sing Fiſtclers him who finds Qne. 
1 Serv. I warrant ye, my Lord! let us alone for 
*tm! —-—- Soho ! what havewe here —<P——- A Pox,”ns 
aStubof a dead Tree 'thas brokemmy Noſe. up 
bo ( Another Servant looking up in the Tree, where the Friar is.) 
: - 2 Srv. OlſRoguel Are yethere? Pll bewithye preſcatly. 
( Friar Andrew, as the Fellow gets up, throws his Bottle of 
©” Holyowit# full in' bis Eyes, and pulls his Cowl over his 

and roars out :"'T hey botigfall from the Tree toge- 


a \ | 
—— The Devil; the Devit! oh, my Eyes are out ! 
. | (T he reſt cry, The Devil | 
"” \ They drive the Marqueſs in, who often turns, and cries : 
Let mekee lim! ler me fee him ! 
(The Friar follows *em roaring. 


.. .$EENE changes tothe inner part of the Houſe” 


RT EL. 4 
Several Servants enter in Confuſion, --- 4, great knocking at the 
Dogs, + the Servants Door, 

ds, as from their Beds —— 
Aftgy them <«-- 


Yam out, 
| an 


- Fly, and 


ws 


Friar. 
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Friar, I cannot ſtay to thank ye, — But - -—— I yields 
I yield, F xit TUARINg, 


Enter the Governgy, in his \\ teht-( .4þ, an# Sword drawn. 
Gov. Benedifta Maria) What ! Fire, Murder, and Treaſon 
all abroach at once! ——---- a horrible Plot ! By the 
Honour of Spa», 2 terr:bF one, as 1 lope to be a Grandee ! 


F wter the Governors L aa; 4: tended, 

Lady. yoywell, whit can be the meaning of this? My Collo- 
nel would wt come in tuch a way. == viy Lord ! my Deary ! 
the Matter, —— = the Cauſe of this Diſturbance ! 

Gov. Here, *irraht ! raiſe all the Guards: Oh Twtap! we're 
like to be murder?d, ——- drown'd, and blown up, no body 
knows how, nor which way: A damnable Plot Þ by his Maje- 
{ity's Muſtachces I iwerr ! 

Ledj, Sure ws a falſe Alarmy;--- The Houſe has been ſearchir 
by for e Servants diſcreerer than the relt,- and they and 
nothing. 


Fnter Marqueſs, cutting his Servants, 

Mw, Villains! Dogs ! under the notion of rhe Devil, 

Thelec Sheep-lookt Rogues, thete Daitard Whelps, 
Have jet the Robber of my Honour eſcape ; whilſt 1 
But juſt examird if my Wife was fafe,the Wolf,the Goat 18 gone. 

Gov. Hey da ! my Lord Marquels, Are we thenalarnvd on- 
Iy with a jealous Whim of yours? By the Peace and Pleaſure 
of my Lit, Pl] \uffer it no longer. Any other of my 
Palaces are at your Service, but fuch a Waſp ſhall moleit my 
Horev-l1ve no more. 

Marg. Uncivil Lord ! thy Palaces, nor all thy Wealth ſhou'd 
bribe my ſtay, —-- To morrow I've refoly'd for my deporcure, 
-—=- {11 the interm, I defire an hours Conference. 

(70:1, £00N as you pleaſe, I am tree. 


Enter a Servant, with Hidewell. | 
Serv, My Lord, here we've tound a man that £0 body knows, 
Io m0, 
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Gov. Ha ! who areye, Sirrah? Your Name? From whence 
d'ye come ? Whither 'ye go ? What's your Bulineſs ? -——- 
Anſwer me all at once, 

Hidew. T daut I caunt, --- but I'll do no more than menny a 
Mon ; I will tell ye the truth ; Coming to Morket with my 
Fruit, d'ye zce, Ich heard the noiſe of Fire, Fire 1 hicves, 
ond ſuch like, ----- 20 che thought good Crabtree-ſtick might 
walk amongſt the Rogues ; zo Ich have left the Fruit with 
our Margery, and come with main Vorce to help ye, «\ © zcc. 

Gov. An honeſt Lad ! and, d'ye hear, you may ell your 
Fruit to my Family. 

Hidew. O Lard, O Lard ! Clam a made Mon, and my Wife 
and Children: what ! zell my Fruit to my Lord Governor --- 
made for ever! henceforth Pl {corn my Neighbors, and de- 
ipiſe my Betters. 

Mar. 1 like this Fellow, becauſe I ſearch*d him throughly, and 
found him no Go-between. --—Here, Sirrah! there's ſomething 
for yc, —- and were I to ſtay, ye ſhou'd ha' my Cuſtom. 

Hidew. ] thank your Honours. 

Gov. (to a Sentinel) Let him our, Exit Hidew, 

Marg. Youll remember tomorrow morning carly. 

Gov. Volt certainly. 

Marg. (afide) Then 1'll convincethis credulous eafie man what 
need there 1s of watching one's Wite : ---- Good-night, Exit. 

Gov, Farewell ; go thy ways, tor a troubleſome, maggor- 
pated, jealous-crown'd $impleton, as thou art : -—-- Hey» boy, 
Tittap ! how ist Ti:tup? how ſhall you and get toſlcep again 
Tittup? ha! 

Lady. | know not. 

Gov, V\ hat, moody, Trap! (Sings) 

Pl roufe ye, ana mcaſe ye, and touſe Je 4s long a 1 can, 
1 ill ſqueaking 1 make ye confeſs : 
Theres Heat in a vigorous Ola Man, 
When he loves to exceſs, when he loves to exceſs, 
| Exeunt, 
The End of the Second A CT. 


ACT 
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AGEI HL 
SCE N E, 8 Chambec. 


Enter Camillus and Friar Andrew. 

Cam. Curlt be my diſappointing Stars, that thus havecroſ6 d 
me ! whil{t 1 but aim at Elenors's Freedom ; ſhe, for my At- 
tempts, ſuſters from her Tyranr-Husband worſe uſage. ; 

Friar. You may curſe your Sears, if you pleaſe ; but for my 
part, I bleſs the pretty twinkling Gentlemen, -— that is, it 
they had an hand in my Deliverauce. I am ure, if I had 
been caught, my Uſage would have been bad enough. —l long 
to know what 15 become of that Hangdog Hidewell, — Oh ! 

-—-- talk of the Devil, and he appears. 

Enter Hidewell, 

Hidew, —-— Down on your Marrow-bones, Domin?, and 
thank my Ingenuity, elſe your brittle Thread had been cut ; 
and you left in a dark way by this time. 

Friarp1Come, come; don't be ſotriumphant : — for had 
not my own roaring Preaching Voice 

H:aewv. Ay, ay ; much usd t» Preaching, I believe, —— un- 
leſs it was Indulgence to a yielding Female. 

Friar. Well, asI was ſaying, had not my own Almighty 
Voice {truck Terror thro” em, I had been in Limbo, long before 
your Ingenuity came tomy Ailiſtance. —— Not but you did 
me a Kindneſs, -— and I acknowledge it,- -- That's enough 


: for a man of my Qualifications. 


Cam, Oh H:dewell | —— all my Hopes are ruin'd, and poor 
F/exora mult remain a Slave tor over. 

Hoidew, iy Lord, you are miſtaken, —— our Expectations 
now ſtand fairer ; the Governor and Y.arqueſs both rake me 
for a very lilly honeſt Fellow, — and have orderd 1 ſhall 
have full and tree accels; then let me alone tor a Coatri+ 
vance. ——— P'll get the Lady for you, [and the Woman, jr 

E 2 my 
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my ſelf ; following the Example of all noble Knights, and 
truſty Squires. 

_ Friar. 1 find you are providing for your ſelves : But what 
muſt I have for my Pains-taking 1n this Aﬀair ? 

Hidew, You know, you cannot marry ; --T'll give you leave 
To tempt my Damſel, when I have her: D'ye conceive 
It ſhe loves Spiritual Food, I'll not be your hindrance. 

Cam. Dear Hidewel' ! thou ſha't go immedaately ; learn when 
they remove ; fathom their Deſigns; PII force her from him on 
the publick Road, He forc'd her from her plightcd -aith, 
her Vows, and all her Wifhes : My Force is juſt. 

Hicew, Trutt ro me, my Lord, and tear nor. 

Enter Colonel Peregrine. 

Col. My Lord! your humble Servant! I ha*n't relted to 
night, ſince I heard of your Diſappointment, retlefting how my 
own Aﬀair may prove, 

Cam. AhColonel ! our Caſes are very different, — You 
hunt bur for Enjoyment,the huddPd Raptures of a few tumul- 
tuOUuS MOMENTS : - But Iam in queſt of Virgin-Beauty, 
made mine by Holy Vows ; conttrain'd by Fiends, inſtcad of 
Friends, to break he ſacred ContraGt, and follow - the-Capricis 
of a mad Old Man. —-—- Virgin did I call her? — By Heaven, 
{ dare bcl eve ſhe is one, at leaſt her Mind is ſuch ; and 
were ſhe in niy power, Pd ſoon convince the World. of the 
Juſtice of my Caute. : 

- Col. Ny Lord! you ſhall command my Sword and Intereſt 
mn Barcellona, yet you muſt give me leave to mind my own 
Afﬀairs. I grant your Paſhon more Heroick ; -— for I 
{hou'd ſcarce accept rhe Governor's Wite for mine, it he wou'd 
give her : but I an amorous and eager, as Love and 


Beauty can inſpire hot and vigorous Youth. 
Friar. By St. Dominick, well ſaid, old Boy : PII ſtick to thee, 
F hate theſe whining Romantick Lovers. Nor wou'd I have 
trudg'd to Barcellona, had I thought the Count only fix'd on 
Heonora, — ſha, I can getit out, —— Honourable Love, 
Col. Since you are ſo willing, Sir, -- I have. Employment for 
you 
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ou. Can you play the HeQtor well, purſue with a fiery 
Countenance, ſwear without intermiſſion, make noiſe enough, 
no matter what you ſay ? 

Friar, PV try, Pll try, — bun! hum! — dy St, Do- 
winick, bv St. Patrick, St. 

Col. Hold! hold! what Aye mean? You mult ſwear by 
Tubiter, Radamanthxs, Mars, and thoſe bluſtering Sparks ; nor 
{uch puny paſſive Saints, 

Friar. Well, Sir, —— T ſhall be ſoon inſtrufte? : But. 
what muſt I ſwear all this, tor ? or hike the Bullies of the Age, 
mukſt it be all for nothing ? 

Col. No, no, there isa a Cauſe; — Come along, wirhme 
—— 2nd P'll give ye Clothes, and full Directions. 

Hidew. If 1 might adviſe ye, Sir, he ſhould not undertake. 

he has ſomething ; in that unlucky Phy*s ſhows hum unhr, 
tho? covering Intrignes : plaguy unfortunate Lines, 1 Iwear, 

Friar. Peace Enty Scrieichowl! Raven! Bat: Devil! 
When did I ever fail before that N ight ! ? nor then neither, fir- 
rah, ha ! 

Hidew. Rage on, Spight ! I ſay but this. — Have a care, 
when in all your Gallantry, you dowr forget, and make a 
Friar-like * alutation, 

Friar. Pox take ye for putting me in rnd | "owt 
Ialways do a thing Iam $ rbid. 


———— 


for, 


Enter a Servant. 

Serv, Pleaſe your Honotfr, Lady deſires to ſpeak with you. 

Cam, Il wait on her. 

Col. PII leave you this Apartment free, ny, Lord, my Buli- 
neſs being in haſte. Come, Father | 

Cam. Farewelt: may your Deſires be falfilPd, or-you curd 
of *em, 

Co, Your Servant; 

Friar. B'w'ye Hidewel ! I dppyt queſtion but to top you 1 
wy Performance when w#mieer nexr, © 


Hidew, Heaven help the weak, ſay: [Exeun; Col. and Friar. 
Enter - 
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- Ger that Ruller Coar. 


Enter Orada, 

" Cam. Ha, my dear Orada! What Miracle got thee this liberty? 
Ora; My Lady was {o,throughly trighted at"the noiſe of the 
Piſtols, and the Confilibn ſhe heard, (for you, I ſuppoſe) that 


*the has ſince been ill. -— The jealous Marqueſs cou'd not find 


in'; Heart to truſta Door with her, but ſent me for a Cordial. 

Cam. T hope her Sickneſs has noDanger in it. 

Ora. No, no; *tis over now, ———ſcarce enough left for a 
Pretext for, my commyg. | | 

Can. But, what Hopes ? What ſhall be our nexr Deſign ? 
Spcak Comfort, my beſt Friend : 

0-4, Faith, I know not well: —— Sup ſe the Marqueſs 
v, cre forme way inform?d, you are in Barcelona, *twou'd 
'right him out of his Wars a Pd back it; and perſwade him 
to fend Elenors in the hight privarely, left you acenne her, on 
thcRoad, —» then yqu may ſeize the unguardet Fair. . 
\iethinks ſomethin ke ris might be done. © - 

Com, Wel in, and confider farther onr. 

Hidew, Heark ye, Dopna, if your Lady falls tro my Lord, you 
prove-my natural Perquiſite, by the Example 6f a Thoulaad 
S——_— . F | | | 

Oro. What mgans the Fellow ? 

Cam. Deſfiſe him not, Vrada}, he has prodigious Parts un- 


*% 


0-8. 1 care not for him,nor his Parts, I-ſtall ner examine cm, 

Hidew., Xu and I ſhall be begter. acquainted for all thus. 

Ora. Away, Bumpkin! evi be 

Gevuek rel ukcy hetp Bean in Nilgpiſes, 11 owl 

Ora.'l believe {0. © # 3% y __ | FEES» Ae 

Cam, Come tathis ner Room, Oradz, If we are intes 
rupted. _ | | Exeart. 


SCENE, « Hal... 


{ I's 1) 1 Gab 1 ! kv. : 

' * Enter the Governot, Margas/a , «4 DiE%o. 

"304% o-P0%an828} Wan uh aps G gg font Thad 
gue(>'d at it, the Devil ſhowd have conier d with ye for me. 

- Mya. 


Yd 


* made to enter all Breaches, conquer every way. 
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Marg. 1 wou'd ba* thank'd a Friend that forewarn'd me, of 
an approaching Evil. | 

Gov. Evil! What Evil ? The Evil is my knowing it; if 1 
had not, *r had been none. — Yet how am I convinc'd 
you have not abus'd my-Þ-#ttup: ----By the HonouiF of Spain, Pil 
Fight for Titt#p : Guilty or not Guilty,---- My Loid! -- what 
j ou have ſaid is a ſcandalous, contagious, outragious, —-— 

Marg. Hold, —- if you ſay one word more, I draw, 

Gov, Well, well! —--- I will have Patiencs,-—- but if this 
Colonel doth not come with the *hameplot you have buzz'd 
mto'my Head, by King P41/ip's Beard, —— { 

Marg. Threaten not ; Tll meet you when and where you 
pleaſe, i1|-manner*d Fool ! [ Exit. 

Gov. Diego ! T have born up, yet, Igad, to own the 
Truth, I am damnably afraid ----- there's ſomething in ir. —— 
That Exg/iiſb Colonel is a plaguy Dog ; he looks as if he _ 
| - Il: try 


if I can fing after this News. (VYxes ) 
| Lock up a Woman, or let her alone ; 
K cep her in private, 0; let her be known : 
*T is all one, "tis Oen all one, 
A ſcurvy Tune, as I hope ts be a Grandes, —— 
Nay, if my Voice is broke, my Heart will quickly follow: 
Diego ! 
Dieg. Ny Lord ! | 
Gov, I ever found thee faithful ; -- if the Spark does come, 
follow exatly my DireCtions, and all ſhall be well yer. 
Dieg. Fear rot me, my Lord, Pd loſea Leg or an Armatany 
time 1n your Honour's Service, and never cry, Oh ! tort. 
Gov. Heark, heark! I think | hear a Noife. (Cry of Fire here. 
(WWithoat, a Cry of Muraer, and fbutting Doors. 


Enter Col. Peregri ne, his Sword drawn, leaning upo . his Servant. 
Col. Oh, my Noble Lord! I'm ruin'd, unleſs your Pity fave 
me: 10 ns [, ina Duel, kilPda Gentleman, and his Friends 
u 


tave purſu'd mc hither, ſetting upon-me, Four at once. - 
07 « 


. es Jeaenramm_—_ rr or r— eo om rrr—ooo—_ —_— 
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Go, Alas and welladay! 'tis fad indeed / and you, I war- 
rant, are wounded deſperately. 

Col, 1 fear, to death, oli!. oh ! 

Gow, Ah, the diſlembling Rogue ! ir gr:eves me almoſt to 
Utappoint kim,the Smock-iac'd Dog does it locunningly. (ide 
—— Diego! 

'Dieg. Sir. 

Gov, Diego,get one of my able Surgeons to ſearch the Wound, 

Col. thank you, my Lord ; my own Servant has great Skill 
11 Surgery, Pl cruſt him. 

Gov. -Diggo ! carry this 'Gemleman to an Apartment near 
the Garden, free from Noiſe, — Pl fend 7 zrrp to viſit ye 
by and-by. | 

Col. Your Lordihip's all Goodnels. [Fxit. 

Gov. And thou all Treachery, — Oh! the Engliſh whine- 
ing Log — how ſhall 1 puniſh him? By the honour of 
pan, he defervesto be utterly difabPd, ---—- render d wholly 
incapable. Bur Tl have Mercy in my Anger : hang't 
———- | have lov'd the handiom Wiuplter, and he ſhall 


End i. 


(Enter Diego.) 
"50, — have ve diſpos'd of him «a5 Iorder'd ? 

Dieg. Yes, my lord ; and wh.iit 1 was in the Chamber, he 
groen'd as it his Heart were breaking, Bur 1 had the 
Curiolity to ſtay a little at the Door, and heard both laugh 
ready to burſt,” 1't pleaſe your Hanour, 

Gov, Picaſe me ! not much, m faith, Diezo; but --- let me 
xi] *em, had they fell inco rt! hands of any other of our Na- 
tion, their Varth wou'd quickly ha' been ſpoil'd, and their 
Whoring too adod, | 

Enter Servants, bauling m Friar Andrew. 

Serv. My Lord, we have took the Ringleader, that purti'd 
the Nobte E-2Þſb Colonel. 

Gov. Good Boys! Good Boys! —-- Well, Sir, ----- And 


what are vou 7 


Fr;ar. Itryou are a man of Auchor ity, as by your Houle and 
Port 


WH 
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Port I gueſs youare, I chargeyon, do meJuſtice 3 ſof by yon- 
der blew Firmamentr, and a'! thoſe hated Stars, that twinkl'd 
at my Brother's Murder, I'll flea that curſed Colonel. 

Gov. Thou Hangdog, begot in Lewdnefs, and born'in ſome 
Sink of Sin, — Son of a thouſand Fathers, and Maker and 
Contriver of Cuckolds without number £1 know thee for a 
Pimp: Here, Diego / faſten upon one Whisker, whilſt I take 
other 5 if they arc faſt, | may alter my Opinion * — They 
are reverend WhiskerF, I confeſs, if not, I proclaim thee 


a Pump. | 
(They pull, and the Whis hers come off between er. 

Fri, Oh, mercy ! mercy ! do own my Profeſſion ; but good 
my Lord, forgive me. 

Gov, Ay, that I will, but 11! puniſh thee firſt, -— here, 
carry him to the red Tower, and let him have Two 
hundred Laſhes, tl! all Thoughts of Concupiſcence, either for 
himſclt or others, be throughly mortified. 

Fri. Hear me, my Lord! 

Gov. No, away with him. 

Fri. You muſt hear me; I am a Prieſt, I excommunicate ye 
clſc. 

Gov. A Prieſt, and a Pimp ! Oh Lord / 

Fri, Why 2? is that ſuch a Wonder? 

Ilieg. Look, my Lord / here hang his Beads under h's Clothes. 

Fri. Now, my Lord, you are fatisfied the Secular Arm can't 
puviſh me; pray give me a Releaſe. 

Gov. Hold, hold, not fo faſt, — Take him, and carry him 
to the next Abby juſt as he is,and tc} the Fathers whar ye know. 

Fri. * [is well *us no worſe, to deal with the Tribe. let 
me alone, rhey*l judge my Frailties by their own. 

Gov. Say ye fo, Beelzebub, in his own Cloathing / but Vil be 
a Thorn wa thy fide, 11] warrant thee, old Father [niquity. 

Sergy, My Lagd,we* 1 fer the Mob apon him, that's worſe thar, 
all the Juſtices in Zroru, h 

Fri, Ple Curſe, Excotmminicate, Purgatory ye,- Hang ye; 
Damn ye. (Oxi ford off. 

F Emer 


LA ns 


_ 


* 
> I'Y Enter Governor's Lady.. 
Lady. My tzeary, Specll tells me our . 44 ColonePs wounded. 

Gov. Oh, moſt dangerouſly, Titup 3 .he bay as many boles 
thro? bim as a Jew's Cake. _ _ | 

Lady, ' Alas, then I fear he?s\dead. 

Cov. No,noz Nature has fram'd his Body for the purpoſ; ; 
: Sword palles and repaſics. like a Juglez's-Ball, and. no harm 

one, x 

Lady. Cruel Dgary / you makea Jeſt n'r, but Vie - viſit and 
comfort him. _ 

Gov. Hold, hol-! z his Wounds are dreſling : You wou'd ſte 
him naked, wou'd ye 2. 

Lady. Oh Gad ! not for the WErld, 

Gov. Retire to your Chamber, Fle ſend for you when'ts 
COavenient, 

Lady..L will, Dear 3 but pray take care of him. 

Gov. Yes ; there (hall be Care taken of him, I promiſe ye.. 
—— A hopeful young Gentleman, by the Honour of Spain, — 
Diego !” follow to my Cloſer, there Ie make thee ſenſible of gy 
Defigg. Exennt. 

Emer the Marchioneſs Elenora, meeting Orada. 

Ekw, Dear Orada ! bringt thon Comfort, or muſt I remove 
from Barcel/ona to Wilds and unfrequented Deſarts, impene- 
trable Caſttes, and all the melancholy Miſchicts ſpritely Vguth 
can fear ? 

Ora. | hopenot, Madam the Lord C:millxe employs his Brain 
and all his bufic Inftruments, for your deliverance. 

Elen. Give me the Scheme of his Deſign, that I may gueſs at 
the Succeſs. 

Ora. Madam, — my Lord. — [Enter the Margnueſ;. 

Eten. Take that —— thou umpudent Pertormer of my Ty- 
rant's Will, (Strikes ber. 

Ora. My Lord, you fee what I ſuffer for your Service. 

Marg. But we'll be {@ reveng'd, Orade 3 when we hae her 
wholly to our ſelves, by Heaven, I'll bring that pamper'd Carcals 

down : The Roſes ſhall wither in hex wanton Cheeks Nora ” 
+ . 
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Eyes, whoſe hot Beams dart Fire, ffrow dull and languid : — 
By all my Pangs of Jealoufie, Id rather claſp a Fiend, than 
Doubting Sleep by fuch am Angel. | 1 

Elen. An4 'ris thy' Doubts, Old Man, not I, torment thee— 
Our Sex, like Water, glides along pleaſagr and uſeful 5 but if 
graſp'd by a too violent Hand, unſcen they flip away, and prove 
the truitlefs Labour vain. » 

Marg. To Waters, Waves, and Rocks moſt juſtly'may you 
be campar'd ; —— but I want time ro hold an Argument, —- 
Prepaze this Night for your remove, Lam fix'd, ——your 
Jewels, Equipage and all put up. 

Eler. Let my Slaves take care of that, —- What need have 
I of Jewels, Ornam:nts, or Dreſs, condemimd to Cells and ever- 


laſting Solitudes ? Enter a Servant. 
Serv. My Lord, a Country Fellow is very importunate to 
ſpeak with-you. 


Marg. Bring him in, — Miſtreſs, you to your Chamber, 
You heas the man's Buſineſs is with me. 

Elen. May it prove a vexatious one,[ beſcech Haven. (Exit. 

Enter Hidewell. 

Marg. --- Oh, my honeſt Fruiterer,what brought you hither ? 

Hidew. Why, an't ſhall pleaſe ye, —2 marvellous thing has 
Lapt fince | ſee ye laſt, —— a parlous Contrivance, by th' Meſs, 
—— as] hope for Margery, I ne'r ſee the like. 

Marg. The tnatter, Friend ! 

Hidew. Nay, Gadfores, *is zo range, I can't tell whether 1 
was allcep or dreamt, or no. ; 

Marg. Prithee tell me quickly 3 what Wonder haſt thou m«t 
with, Fcllow e 

Hidew, Zir, a buta poor Fellow 3 but, as Neighbour Toxch 
has ir, I can zee into a Milltone, as var as another nan. 

Marg. Talk to the purpoſe, or [ ſhall grow tic'd : — 1s it 
any thing concerning me or my Honour? | 

Hidew. Ay, ay,Zar, y ou don't know the bottom of this Plot. 

Marg. Nor tt;e top on't neither, — da!l, ing Fool, proceed. 

Hidew, Nay, you'l know it foon enough : Han't you a 
very handſom Wife, buxom and frec, as the Saying is ? 

V F 2 Mag. 
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Marg. Ohthe Devil, tits it there ? Well ! what follows ? A 

; Hhdew, lags, Cuckoldom, ch'am afraid, Zir, for coming 
our of this Hauſe, there meets me" waundy handſom Fellow, 
Gadfores,—— he had the fwinginſt —— what dye callt,— 

Marg. Perruque, d'yg mean ? 

Hidew. Ay, udthd! our biggeſt Buſhel, thats keprt on pur- 
poſe for the Maſters of the Meaſures to zee, wou'd not, ——no, 
1 ſacks, ch'um zure <—- it wou'd not cover it. 

Marg. Did he enquire after my Wile ? 

Hidew, Ey my treth he did. —- Friend, ſays he, do you go 
often to that Houſe ? VahapI1 do, —— mahap 1 {o ner, 
ſnd [, what's that to you ? Nay, — no harm, quuth he 3 > and 

thereupon {lipt a piece of Guld into my Hand. — I muſt cen- 
fels that ſfoften'd re, — and he went on, -— Deſt thou not 
know an old jealous,freakifh, confounded Marquets liyes therc 7 

Pray ye now Can't be angry, Li, [ uſe but his owr! words. 

Marg. No, no, go 
| Hide. ng + ha a=! quoth he, a young lovely Wiſe >——- 
&nd then he run on with hard words, I cou*'d not conceive for 
above a quartcr of an hour, tho [ was wiſe enough to pick it 
out, that he was Amour*d omher. 

Merg. Cenfound him, confound him ! 

Hidew. Queth he, —— Canſt thon convey a Letter to her > 
—— Why how now mon, zed I, who doſt take me for, a Pimp ? 
No, no, ch'am no Pimp, =— an I' war chou'd ha” bettcr Cloas 
o' my Back, —1y th' Meſs, chall do nune © your Bawdy 
Meflages, not [3 Do't your {cIf,, an you wull, for Tim. With: 
that he drew his Sword, ani 1 very vairly touk up Heels, and run 
away, for ch'am very veard of a naked Sword, 

Marg. Coujdſt thounot diſk over this Name ? 

Hidew. His Lervams call'd him——- Count - a—(au —— 
Cam —— Cam cam zure *rwas zurmmort about Came. 

Marg. ( ſtarting ) Whatz— Cancillar'! 

Hidew. Ay, ay, that's it, that's it, in tro:h. 

Marg. Oh, | am ru.n'd, blown up, Gndone ! Camillas has his 
Pockets cramm'd with Guld : ; -»--— hel] bribe the World to take 
his part; —— Then that Contract —— fo firmand ſure, =——- 


Lloſe 


- 
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Ore. Suppoſe ye remove my Lady in a Litter without any of 
your own Attendance,---- for indeed [ fear bell way-lay all the 
Roads. ---- My Lord, ſhe may be got many Le this night, 


and when in (afety, you may ſend back for your Equipage. 
Murg. Mony Leagues! we'll go a Thouſand; — for yl 
be with hef, and force her (peed. 
Ora. (aſide) That I ſuſpected. 
. Zir, Tir, here che may ferve ye, for I keep a Liter, 
as well asze)] Fruir. | 
Marg. Oh * thou'rt an honeft Fellows and, fear not, you 
ſha!l be rewarded beyond your Wiſhes; Corre in, —- * 
11 give thee an Order for one of my beſt Horſes, becaule my 
Scrvants ſball not ſuſpeR tis for my ſelf, Oreda ! get your Lady 
r.ady, --- *is now near Nigt t, and it ſhall be done with (reed. 
| Exit. 
Ore. Beſure you lame the Horte now 3 for as ſoon as a Lit- 
ter has loſt Gght of the Varquels, we return into the City, and 
towards the Morning elcape ina Felucca already order'd, —— 
whilſt the diſappointed Marques is bunting the Roads in yaio. 
Hidew. Madam, I delice none of your DueRtions, I am per- 
fe& Maſter of my Trade. —— | cannot but think how. bravely 
| ſhall maimain thee. Girl 3 for Mony comes rowliag in. 
Ora. Mind your Buſineſs, and think of Fogling afterwards. 


0 SCENE, &« Chamber. | 
Tie Scene draws, and diſcovers Col. Peregrine you « Bed, and 
4 Man by tim. 

Col. 1 beginto grow damnable _ of nurſing up this no 
Wound x5 | wiſh-the dear Angel wou'd but come, and heal the 
real Wownd my Heartendures. 

Serv, 'Fruly $i,  ſhov'd have bur File Stomach to a Mis 
ſ-efs, if I were ir your circumſtances: —— What! attempt ts 
Cnckotd a Sperifb Governor in his own Houle ! 

Col. Peace Coward, and fee who's 'comings F 
Serv. Sir, Sir, *tis myLord Governor. 

Col. Well, wel).---- Oh! oh ! ob! 


< - " - 


Emter Goveritr art Diego; © to Die go. 
Gov. Diego ! unobſcrv'd ſecure that oe] Hat, -and- Per- 
reque,-—— [ ſhall have uſe fort. 
* Dieg. Yes, my Lofd. 
Col. Oh, ob, ob! 


Gov. Yow Pye, Sir ? 

Col. Oh, very bad, — juſt, juſt fainting. 

Serv, Pleaſe ye to have ſome Cordial, Sir ? 

Col. A little, if ye will. 

"Gov. And are not you a damn'd diſlembling handſome Toad 
—- Aniwer me that now, —— anſwer me that. What* cor- 
rupt the Wife of 'my Boſom, my Darling Tittzp / break the 
' Laws of Hoſpitality! Well, — thow'ct a deſperate Fellow, 
I proteſt ; --.- defign to Cuckold one that hopes to be aGran- 
dee of Spain ! —— Abominable, by St. Jaques ! Come, come, 
ger up 3 your Wound's not mortal, Pll engage. 

Col. I'm fo confounded, I know not what to lay. 

Serv. Ay, | thought "twou'd come to this, ---- Now ſhall [ 
be rofs'd in a Blanket, burnt, drown'd, hang'd '! 

Col. Be quiet, Raſcal, and be damn'd ! 

Gov. What, you'r ont of humour, Sir ! I muſt confe's, *is a 
plaguy diſappoirtment. Come, in ſhort, I'll uſe ye much bet- 
ter than i 5 ought to expeF. Go with haſte and privacy to 
your Lodgings, and the Town ſhall know nothing of the mat- 
ter : ---- Your Wig and other Accontrements ſha}l be fent after 
ye ; butI muſt ufc *em firſt. 

Col: My Lord, 4 beg yout Pardon for this Attempt; you 
know *c has been no more. | 

Gov. Your Goodwill was not wanting, thanks to your who- 
ring Stars, | 

Col. Tho? unarmi'd, 1 willnot ſtir from hence, it you practiſe 
a thouſand Crucſties upon me, unleſs I have your Promiſe, that 
you will not hurt your Wife. — I have Henour, tho' the 
Rules are now tranſpreſsd. Nor-can } leave. a Lady (Ron 
my Love has entic'd) to the Reſentments of aperiſ Hucand, 

. Goo. An Honourable Dog, as I hopeto be favd! by all that's 
cred, 1 vill nur hurt ber 3 cnly ſhe muſt remain gy 
"I at 
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_ Liberty, which, againſt our Countfy's Cuſtom, [ had given 
er. 
Col. That I'm ſforry.for ; but cannot ask more. 
Gov, But I ſhall ask vou to be gone. --- Diego ---« get one of 
my cloſeſt Chairs, and let him be convey'd home, as lick. 
Cal. Oh, I cou'd tear my Fleſh, 
Gov. No, no, faſt and morrifie it. 
Col. I own you generous, but have not the Heart to thank you. 
Gov. 1 tell ye once again ---- your Abſence will beſt expreſs 
your Acknowledgment, 
Col. Your Servant. 
Cov. Oh, your very humble Servant, ſweet Friend m 2 cor- 
ner ! ——— Now, Diego help to equip me. Foxit Colonel. 
Diee. My Locd ! | 
Gov. The Perruque, the Perruque block —— oh; trow the 
amorous Rogue has perfun'd it, the Pulvil, Eſſence, and 
Powder o'ercomes me. | 
" Dieg. My Lord, may I preſume to tell ye, <— your black - 
Beard, and that white Perruque look very difagreeable,.** 4 
Gov. No matter, the Curtains will hide that. ---- Now go to 
my Wiſe,and tell her, I am gone to the Caſtle, to ſce rfiEGuards 
reliey*d; and ſhall ſup there.----Tell her alſo, I defire ſhewor'd 
viſit the wounded Colonel in my abſence, Exit Diego. 
Now Iſhall find if. Tittzap knew the bottom” ont, and 
were conſenting to this Roguery. | Throws himſelf onthe Bed. 
Enter his Lady, and Spywell her Woman. | 
Lady. Oh, we are happy beyond what wecow? 4 my 
Husband ſups at the Caſtle to night, --»-- yet L e every 
Limb of me: : I fiyear I love this old Governor, 2ttd no- 
thing but this charming Engl;war cou'd have tempted meter 


break my Vows. 
Spw. Madam, you walk and talk, you know not where --- 


you are in his Chamber. _ (Goes towards his Bed. 
Lady. --- My Love, my Life, wilt thou not meet me? there- 
1s no further need of Counterſeiting. | 


(Governor leaps np,. and ſnatches her _ 
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* Gov. Ungrateful / 

His Lady. ( foricking) Ah |! 

Gov. How couldſt thou ſerve me fo ? 

Lady, Phogh, I knew *twas you, and did it on purpoſe to 
make ou jealous. . 

Gov. A-pies, a-pies, no, no, you did not know *was I : -- - 
I wou'd be decein?\, but cannor. 

Lady. Oh, what muſt T expe ? 

Gov. Diego / ---- firſt tiarn this Baggage out o? doors and 
, dye hear Miſtreſs,---- if ye tattle of theſe Aﬀairs, I'll have ye 
I poylon'd, cle ye are free and ſafe. 
_ Spyw. Madam, farewel{z I can't excuſe my (elf. 
| - Lady. Now my Turn's a coming. = 
Gov. Ab Tittzp! whither, whither art thou fallen? 
|  ady.(cryimg) No, Deary, not fallen, I was but ſtaggering --- 

you caught me Deary. 
| Gov. For which. I humbly concerve,you wiſh me hang'd, Deary. 
4  Ledy. Indeed, indeed Deary, mi glad my Honour's ſafe ; ---- | 
[ never had an Toclination betore, and never will again, if you 
ive Mc, 

- Gov. Vll take care you ſhall never have anotker Opportuni. 
ty. your back Apartments muſt ,be your Prifon, and an old 
Dovegna your Companion, till Tim and Agehave wrouzhr off 
your: Deſires. No more hoity toity, ---- no more appea- 
ring at Windows, ---- dining at Deary's Table, and dancing af- 
| ter-it for Digeſtion. -+- 1 ſay, Tittep, all theſe Vanities mult be 


( .-— Sa 
pe ſtab me firſt ! Le: me not be a May-game to all 


my Servants, who by my Configemegt wou'd guek at my Diſ- 
grace. You ugd to ſwear you lov'd your Tittup — I never 
did a Fault before, but what a Frown might puniſh — Now 
Ict me experience your boaſted Fondneſz; and takeme ro your 
Heart, with kind peleating, ſmiles — ele leave me diſtrafted 
on the Earth un endle6 fears bemoaning my Indiſcrertion, and 
your Cruclty. | | ' 
| Gov. (afide,) 1 feel Thegin to mote 

To ber. Oh, Titzp, Tiitup ! Thou hit been a Baggage ! a 

very 
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44 
very Baggage— by the Honour of Spain / 

Lady. 1 confeſs I have been frail But I will be forgivtn, 
ſo I will Pll- hang about thy Neck $3 nor leave the dear 
Place *tll my Pardon's 6ga'd. 

Gov. What | Give you- again, your Freedom to ſee another 
Colonel, and be again y'd?: «I 

= No ; there is not ſuch another Colonel. rus 

Gov, How, Tittup / Ss 

Lady. Not ſuch a Tempter; ſuch a Sedy 4 ran 

Gor Thou pretty Epitome of Womans w —— [ dare 
a0 4 -. _ ZR myſt retire. 

ock me up; and next mo ou-are. 
111 hang my ſelf in my awn Garters, wipe you |= pn 
behold your Titup hang?d? her Eyes gogling, her Mouth, you 
have buſs'd ſo often, gapingz and her Legs da''gling three 
Yards above Ground 2, —— This is the Sight you wult exped. 

Gov. Oh! I cat bear the thoughts kx. aies Stand farther 
off — farther yet that [ may pub As with all 
the vigour of Sixtcen, and' claſp thee from we 
Thou refiſtle(s Ruler of a Jeting, foad, old Fool! — — 
I forgive thee — but if aſteg this, I catch ye re 
expect no Mercy. 

—_ or the new Joys, your returning Kindacb brings me, 
I'Nl die fir 

Gov. The World may blame my Condud ; but then — 
they know not Tittaps Charms 3, the Power, of her Eyes, and 
Pleaſure of her Arms. I cannot raiſe my Voice to- (ing, 

et —= hum! No; Gad, zooks, *twon't do. 


Lady. Henceforth 
Good Humonr ſhall ſupply thy thy want of Te Tad, 
You ſhall be ft 905% 
rg bugging 


SGENE, Hall. 
© | Hitter Elenora; vet Qrada. 
Blem. Do we ſucceed, my dear Qrads ? 
Ore. Beyond ex Madam -— within ſome mo- 
rents, you are in 's Anke Hidewell is gone ſor 
a 
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a well-appointed Liner, which Wheels but roumd,, whilſt Hide. 
well plays Tricks with my Lord 4 and thcn carries you to the 
lifb Embaſlador's. © gs . 
- Now my Deſires are ſo neat fulfilling, I begin to te-r 
"em - yet I kriow Cantiller is Honourable. 
Ore. All's Honourable, Tae Houle is Honourable, the La- 
dy Honourable : Fear nothing, but in; and Pray for our Suc- 


ceſs [ think I hear my Lord —=— You muſt be ſure 
to ſeem very unwilling. * | 
Elen. |] warrant ye. [ Exit. 


Enter the Marqueſs. 
Marg. Is your Lady ready ? 

- Ore. Yes, my Lord. But, good Lord ! what a life have 1 
had with her = I believe ſhe bas thrown Fifty things at 
"my Head — She ſwears ſhe won't golike a Thiet in the Night. 
- Marg. Oh ! when the Litter comes, we'll do well cnough 
for that=— If make her go, or leave her dead upon the 

.—— Doſt thou think none of the Servants perceive our 
reparations at this Back-door ? 

- Ora. My Lord, theres no Danger *tis ſo far through 
the Gardens; and now we have theſe Apartments, their Peo- 
ple never come at 'em. * Emer Hidewell. 

. Here comes my truſty Fellow well ! haſt goa Litter ? 
Hide. Ay; and by th*McG, an able one too — -I warn 
ye Mon, afore day ; we be paſt whiſtling atrer. 
Ora. Friend,you never talk'd to a Lord m your life, ſuppoſe. 
Mirg. Pho, pho! 'tis al well =——— Is the Horſe for me 
ready too? * | 
Hide. Juſt by the Litter, my Lord ! —— my Lord 
1 fackens it ſaunids rarely. ; ; 
Marg. Call Elenore. | 
Ora. 1 will ventnre- but Heavens! how I fhall be ud ! 
in ["Exit, auplRe-emter with Elenora. 
Nay, Mutlam, '*:is.in vaia diſputing it 3 fpr you mult 
and ſhall. hu 4h v.; 44 4 
Hide. A vine Dame, by uh* Meſs ! 
Elex. Commanded by my $lave ! Monſter !whither doſt thou 
W- 


4 


— 


UN 


- 
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intend to have me at this dead hour of Night? to Death, I hope: 
Marg. To Death, if you reſiſt Orada, hall pork 
Ora, think 1 do pull her--- I believe her Arm will come 
Hide. Why law ye, Miftreſs ———= dar't-be fo veard —— 
Ye ſhall come to no hort T have had vine Vokes in my 
Litter 'vore naw. 
FElen. Awav, Fool! leave ha! "ng me 


thon cruel Dev al! 
Marq. Come, ii ſee her in the 3 and then take Horſe. 
(H xeunt. 


I will go 


Re-enter Marqueſ; and Hidewell. 
Marg. Sirrah! Sirrah ! where's my Hoefe? | 
Hide. My Lord ! mv Lord! 
Marg. Sot| Dunce! my Horſe! | 
Hide. Why a--- why a --- I ty'& him to the Pales —— od 
tis ſo wavindy dark withont, T cannot find him. 
Marg.Fly and ſearch ! Bid the Litter go ſoftly : PIl oretake 'em. 
Hide. I'm gone, I'm gane —— ( Comes ws ) -2. My Lord, 
muſt I bring him hither ? 
Marg, Eternal Fool ! Call to me, and vi come out, 
Hede fopping. Udfookers! *ch'am zummar-a veard. 
Ih Fellow will mak@me mad — Beaſt! will ye ſtir ! 
Hide Chave heard Vokes talk of Gholls, z0 1 have, abour 
the Park Pales. 
Marg. Raſcal! I'll make a Ghoſt © thee if thou doſt not 
0 direct me, where my mam », Mogueſs follower bin 
de. T run, T run? t ”, 
Hidewelf eroffer the "a running : _ Magee within 
: Where are ye 


Hide. Fd ee ae eh Gere, have [ Exit. 
he > oy ens Gere / / 


Margs 4 Pox, —_ — — 

Oh! the Devit# I can't wag 2 ws — have loſt 
{ight of h1m,and the Litter ; s and or lam*danto the Bargar/--- 
| hope Nrade gbſerv'd my Diredtions for the Road---- The Raf 
1 gave *cm, lets 'em p Caen the City Gates: It this Fool 
wou'd come'once, I ſhou'd ſoon overtake em. ——— Numps, 
Fool! Are ye coming ? G 2 ide- 
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© Higlewell wit\iv. O-Lard! Otacd! cttam an-undone, Man! 
Ghiata 8n undo; ries Mon !. 


ey H bk. MALIEL 2. 


Hi nel Shave an Bebigh: I 46 JR © fe cone 
Hide. Oh! Oh! old 


and roars out. 
Marg. .Whaz ails the Fellow ? "Where's my Horſe ? 
Hide. A Murrain, a Plague take your Horſc clam 
maim'd fax cyer ——-- For getting op to make haſte, le has 
thrown me, and broke my Lep. my poor Wite and 
Children ! they-multto ha Pari Then Margery=« how 
ſhe'll rake on ! for, to zay. truth, I lov'd her | better than my 
Wife —— Oh! Oh! Oh! 
Marg. The Devil take thee, and. all thy F _ for an un- 
wo ws ! I'ſee, I mult eall up my Servants at laſt, [Ex, 
dewell, get ting, ap. Farewel, ſweet Signior | for, by this 
time, your. Lady S 4 ſafe Hands. [ Exit baſtih ſengins. 
| -. Epter the. Marqueſs. 
Marg: Pedro! Olonzo! Valaſeo ! 
Has, Did,yoy call, my Lord ? 

. New A Fellow has broke his Leg —— 'You I 
wes * Coreclap, my Faench Surgeon —» and, Olonzo, 
give/Orders to my Grooms this moment,t6 prepare two Horſes; 
VLalafeo (tall go with me. 

_ My Lord! what Fellow? Where-1 is he ? Why, here's 
no 
"Mens gs 0s ) Gone! Hell and Furics / A ago n 


my Heneur,my my Wytc, my, | Murder! — 
Saddle all my Rr 1 ob W pat 7 ney will purchaſe; 
—_— rv Road — my ife [Hell and Dam- 


_— AIM with 4 pes 1h in bighane: ths Lu, 
Gov. £6! the Cry's- agen fn ——las Hewes be thanked, 


'tis'almoſt over now=-- What's the Prana Lars Marg Marqueſs ? 
Marg. Ruin'd, undone for cver| My Wits un 


Lady. How ! Run away ! That's warſe than I, Deary 


vey ! 


than 


(UM 
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Gov. I know not : 'Tis actordi 5 9s you prove, Tittup = 


A* bad Wife's berter loſt thanfou 

EP Unkind Deary. | 

Marg. My Lord, burying all Anims Fi beg 'you wou'd 

aſſiſt me now. T ſhall rim mad my iſe, nay wore, a great 
Eſtate, loſt! loſt 1 

Gov. My Lord, you mult be pacify*d PFvell News to 
rell you there's a Letter fent-me from Rome, by the Car- 
dinal Fatron of Spain; that you*ſtole a Young , firmly 
contratted to a Noble Roman Cotint "Alſo ths fs Majeſty *wOrde, 
ro put the Lady ina Monaſtery,'tifl\your Cauſe is riy'd. 

Marg. I'll Hang my ſelf! "Drown ſelf! TT Bury my 


ſelf alive? Dogs, Whelps ! get me Knives, Poyſan, 
Sword, and Fire. | Exit Raving. 
Gov. The Man's ditaed + Deco ther and him. 
[ ady. *Tis a jutt Judgment og Hiffy, ' for” being ſo + 
Jealous, 


Gov. Ay, 11up ; when Women never give any-caule, you . 
know, Tittup, | 


Lady. Hump / | 4 q 


Enter a Gentleman. + 
Gent. Sir, my Lord Camille fends't& give you an Atcou, 
ers from: the 


that he expeis THe Lady Elrnors at the 
He hears, by an Expreſs, your” H6nour has 
King relating to Lap to which he willing ling ly ſabmits. 9v«. ! 
Gov. onelt La Honour 0 4 med 
——_ 1H wait on him _— uns dor's/ 4s 
4d 

0 Wt TR took's pe De 

| foe the B GOES Lays 


why itt 
Wert —S By my ot opour 
ity! fy | dere ms to admit 


L,Truly, Diary, i ths Chlonel is thee (NT WESTIN, 


gue him, never to fee me more. 
Gov - 
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Gov. A new poet tg go into a. man's 
forbid him ond ! Come=- - thou ſha't along 


[ = 


Kjndneſs thou do 
"Sings. guy foo thee. ſame's , LM 
Nor box whavve thy Charming T oague can jay. 
SCENE —_—— ador's. 


Canullus Orada : Runs nd 


| «es Flcnora. 
Viy Elenors | art this here ! do F hold thee faſt, thou 
- choictft Bleſſing of my Yourh ! 

Elen. Witneis my Heart, which ſtrongly beats, how much 
Pm pleas&in my Coanillw's Arms! But, Oh / I bluſh, when 1 
remember. T am another's Wife. 

Cam, No more othat ; the Cardinals my Friend, and has 
promis &a Divorce compelipecly—> T Therefore Crown my Joys 
with Smiles, and ny hs: Tlove 3 

E/en, 1 can lay I love ye 

Cam. And ___ + iy $208 5 with all their Heavenly 
Tunes, cou'd — ng like r A dear ſound /--— ſafe in a Mona- 
ſery thou ſhalt remaigg $ill che Dif] -Ap.qe is ended, And then---- 
Oh/ thoy bleſt-Chanugr>t— hen Sufferings ſhall be 1i- 
berall you; and longing, Love Rev 1.4 Feaſts o* unutterable 
Delight. —— Nor art Chon torgat, dear Orade, but, whillt 
I have 1 tave Like, be 6d like a Srjcad, and Miſtreſs of my 


| heartil 
4 Goa, ry chap your Honour, and y rejoice at 
Camry Poor 
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 Hidew. Yes; PO 7 + We fervice, — tho'T have 
ve) Bw, 10d 1 Go axe for Joy. or three other om daom by but ull 


well 
o Thaw aft a wi dotted. Of: det ins 


. occalion to-expolSthjalulf warp wp EDI: 
Hidew, Pra your read D ye hear a, Mrs. $5orn/ ul? 


WS 
To\Qrada) ho 
my L mag be mu pro_gen Paigge PL wif the Count, 


' Can. 


Ora. Troth 1" wy 
that my Mouth nc __ 


Hidew, We [hall ſoon agree, I find. 
Cam, 
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wreath A Lady enters 


SLIDER 


EN 


q but that al}4bings in her Here re ou Camillus. 
rvice. 

Elen. To morrgw FILL wait on her. 

Emtcr Colonel Pexegrine. 

Cam. Oh, my dear Friend ! here's the loxcly MEA, which ſo welt 
deſerves t tie Pais 1 have taken. 

Col. A g Lady } — you area man. 

Cam. How goes your affair,and became of che Friar? 


Col. Nay, Heaven knows ! the Story is too lang to tel}; only this : 
1 found the old Lord generous, and refolve to hag nt, Wife no 


Cam, Pm glad ont, —— in your Age youggrer; will repent io -un- 
commirred Sin. 
Elen, That Governor $ Lady ſcem'd a pretty god OR d,Crea- 


ture ; therefore, my Tyrant, let me: ſeg her but 
Fer Friar Andrew, bus Clathesrarn, and hand hal Pt. Dots, a1 
bis Face ſcrarcÞPd. | 
Cam. Who have we here! Oh ok Fathgr. Aadrem! | 
Col. What ! my He@or thus us . 
Hidew. W hat bas beiata ghdhe® et 
Fri, Lopit) What has befaln me ! you may behold what bas befaln 
me ; ounds, and Diſgrace. — The Ladies may live in Rat- 
Traps, or dye a' the Pips, for Eather "Andrew's Affiſtance again. 
Hidew. Look, forw ang wretched AO 
the Lady ſands, deliver'd by me ! PL 
tte 


Elen. My Lord, is not this the Friar braught 
t was married, whom the Marqueſs caught and aa. 


Cam. The 


Hidew. 1 ſaid he had unfortunate I wou'd ke nowaraing. 


Elex. Not. any ou have 
ſuffer'd in my theres 7 ng rs ih ill revive IEEE waſh 
out all &aioas. [Grves bim a Proſe of Gold. 
FY4 at For me you have ſhffer'd too , and I beg yop wou'd (9 whay 

»- | Gaves bim move. 

Fri, Spite Neceſlity there's no ſuch a Favor. 

oh AS) bg ts your ſelf, have recourſe to _ old 


= Malgo,—I' grovidefor ye, thay you hall gg tbro' 10 more 


T1 Dominich, tad not.need; for 1 have atmoſt loſt my 
. Emcer @' Servant. 
= Sir , the Governor of Barcelona is come to wait on ye. 


Cans 


oak gy A ke 
Iralk you priy giv we leave 


$8 


AAS comet pleaſe, — Now, Titrap, ſptak 
WD 
ns ty Lord has been {fo good to forgive me 


=_ == foture,” as you are a Gentleman, 


ns night prer forme more. 


or IP prove a Man of Honour, about Three- 
ſrove. Years bot | wa ul ye Tirrap for » and abundance 
of df \ can _— 


Loh the Lad 04h 
TE Cavilro po mn et Succeſs, 1 x81 keep 


{5b I can proctre my Lord Ambaſſa- 


ſtery you appoint. 
of ty Innocency; 


omar 


Youre dana pgy ary 
FINIS. 
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